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The heat was fierce when we at last anchored, and had
the height of the blaze not passed, we should certainly
have been glad to seek again the cool of our icy friends
outside. Some ships had even been burned at their
anchors. We could count thirteen fiercely raging fires
in various parts of the city, which looked like one vast
funeral pyre. Only the brick chimneys of the houses
remained standing blackened and charred. Smoke and
occasional flame would burst out here and there as the
fickle eddies of wind, influenced, no doubt, by the heat,
whirled around as if in sport over the scene of man's dis-
comfitures. On the hillside stood a solitary house almost
untouched, which, had there been any reason for its
being held sacred, might well have served as a demon-
stration of Heaven's special intervention in its behalf.
As it was, it seemed to mock the still smouldering wreck
of the beautiful stone cathedral just beside it. Among
the ruins in this valley of desolation little groups of men
darted hither and thither, resembling from the harbour
nothing so much as tiny black imps gloating over a con-
genial environment. I hope never again to see the sight
that might well have suggested Gehenna to a less active
imagination than Dante's.

Huts had been erected in open places to shelter the
homeless; long queues of hungry human beings defiled,
before temporary booths which served out soup and
other rations. Every nook and corner of house-room left
was crowded to overflowing with derelict persons and
their belongings. The roads to the country, like those
now in the environs of the towns in northern France,
were dotted with exiles and belated vehicles, hauling in
every direction the remnants of household goods. The
feeling as of a rudely disturbed antheap dominated one's
mind, and yet, in spite of it all, the hospitality and wel-he
